162        PORTRAITS  BY  INFERENCE
be over fifty is to have failed in life.5 And yet
a little later that evening I persuaded him
to have a facsimile of his marvellous MS.
of The Old Wives' Tale published. cYou
have failed in life, Arnold/ I said, 'and yet
when you wrote the book in that flawless
script you had the immortal arrogance
positively to illuminate the capitals at the
beginning of each chapter. It makes me feel
faintly sick.3 cMe too/ said Arnold. cBut
eh, lad/ I murmured, Caren3t you a fair
card.' CI am that/ he may have reflected as
he signed the contract for the publication of
the facsimile.
I wrote a longish book of verse called
The Uncelestial City, of which Arnold did
not approve. He was at that time king-
making and unmaking in the Evening Standard.
He signed the deed for my deposition from
the thronelet I had briefly occupied in an
obscure corner of Rabesqurat's kingdom.
Proudly, I suppose, I had assumed my circlet
of asses3 ears and apes3 heads, and not very
much did I at the moment like the wrench
when Arnold pulled it off. He wrote to me
before the review appeared an affectionate
letter saying that he felt it his duty to review
the book, adding 'Magnus amicus Humbert,
major veritas.' The review, following on a
friendly little notice by Mr. Harold Nicholson
beginning, This silly little book', naturally
damaged the book and hurt the author.